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«What Fools These lortals Be!” 


“We NEED a strong, calm hand to guide us,” says James J. Hill, 
Unfortunately Mark Hanna has been gathered to his fathers. 


7% 


As we go to press Walter Wellman is still waiting for a favorable 
wind. Professional pole-hunters are experts in raising the 
financial wind, but that is about as far as they go. 


= 


Artist Earve, who has put away his wife that he may marry a 

lately discovered affinity, explains that, although he is a Socialist, 
his resolution to part from his first wife was not evolved from the 
teachings of Socialism. Mr. William Hard, who writes entertainingly 
of Socialism in the September Reader Magazine, also assures us that 


. aman may be a Socialist and still conform to present conventions 
regarding the married state. ‘Ihis is doubtless true; but so many. 


Socialists have taken the public into their confidence about the 
“affinity” game that the public may be pardoned for assuming that 
their is some connection between Socialism and the free and unlimited 
coinage of amours. 


an avowed Socialist 
goes into the married 
state with hereyesopen; 
but there is no protec- 
tion for the woman who 
marries a man who has 
not yet been bitten by 
the Socialistic bug. 
4 

|r 1s impossible at this 

time to assign place 
to Mr. Roosevelt’s 
Provincetown speech 
among the famous 
utterances of American 





and “small investors” 
who are interested in 
maintaining the old 
order of things regard 
the declarations at 
Provincetown with 
varying emotions, 
ranging from con- 
tempt torage. Never- 
theless there really is 
a great struggle on be- 
tween the people and 
a group of wealthy and 
unscrupulous men, to 
see which shall govern 
the country. Thestrug- 
gle is not to be post- 





“it followed hie where’er she went, 
poned. It must be set- Until —the strafigest thing ! 

tled, and it must be Some heartless vandal clipped its fleece 
settled right. =) And left it shivering. 































’ MARY’S LAMB. 


M¢®Y had a little lamb, 
Affectionate and tame; 
And fora while, when Mary called 
The lamb, it always came. 


“ What makes the lamb dodge Mary so?”’ 














WALL Street has called the Roosevelt bluff. —7he Once Spicy Town Topics. 
- Colonel Mann appears to be suffering from fatty degeneration 
of the head. xe 


“You SHOULD regulate, not dominate,” said Lieut.-Gov. Chanler 

to a gathering of Union Labor. Mr. Chanler might have 
saved his breath to cool his porridge. The aspiration of Union 
Labor is to dominate, not to regulate. Why should it be otherwise ? 
Labor men are human-natural. Regulation never comes before 
domination. xe 


THERE Is no panic in sight, and hard times are way below the 
horizon. ‘The New York Su# and other inspired publications 
know this as well as Puck; but whereas the Su and other inspired 
publications are privately moved to state the opposite of what they 
know, and to convey the idea that the country is tottering to its 
ruin, Puck is perfectly free to state the truth. This country is 
absolutely in good condition. ‘The year’s crops will be large and 
profitable. We cannot have hard times without crop failures, and 
the crop failures of the 
past will never happen 
again — they can’t. 
The Pacific slope is 
flourishing like a green 
bay tree, and the broad 
land east of it as far as 
the Hudson River is 
prosperous. ‘The man 
who talks hard times is 
an interested liar or an 
uninformed citizen. 






Ne 
OTWITHSTANDING 
these differences of 
opinion, in the main Mr. 
Taft is a shadow of Mr. 
Roosevelt. — Harper's 
Weekly. 


No one with a sense 
of humor would refer 


to Mr. Taft asashadow 
of anybody. 
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AT THis season of the 
year every railway 
is a trunk line. 


be 





SENATOR Piatr does 

not approve of Gov. 
Hughes. Reason: 
Hughes is on the level. 
"8 = «~Pilatt’s idea of a states- 
The guileless people cry; é man is Ben Odell. 






“The lamb is on to Mary now,” Reason: Birds of a 


The wiser ones reply. feather flock together. 
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IN THE CATSKILLS. 


Ir Rip VAN W'NKLE HAD SLEPT UNTIL NOW, 


HOPELESS. 


MITANDING neath the vine-covered arbor, at the southern 
end of the garden, about page 357, the man and the 
woman gazed earnestly in each other’s eyes. 

“« My own,” murmured the man, “my very own — 
may I call you so? ‘Thanks. Then, will you, sweet 
one, be my wife?” 

“ Ah,” she said, her frame convulsed with sobs, 
“would that you had not spoken, Aubrey, for I can 

never be your wife.” 
“You never can?” ejaculated the disconcerted lover, starting 
back in amazement. 
‘“‘No, no,” she said, with a choking sob. 
“ But you love me?” he queried anxiously. 
“Yes, yes,” she replied, convulsively. 
“And will always remain single if you don’t marry me?” 
“Yes, yes.” 
“There’s never been any scandal about you, has there ?” 
“Sir!” 

A “No, of course not,” he hastened to mutter. ‘Pardon me; 
twas an unworthy thought. But as far as I can make out, there 
seems to be no bar whatsoever to our union.” 

“No,”—the light of love irradiated her classic features, — 
“there is nothing to prevent our being married.” 

“Then why — why” —the man’s voice vibrated with passion — 
‘why can you not marry me, if there is no earthly reason to prevent it?” 

“‘ Because,” she answered, in a tone of helpless despair, “I am 
the heroine in a woman’s novel.” 

As he recognized the insuperability of the obstacle before 
them, he quailed, and then, with deep-drawn sighs, he glided into 
the Forty-eighth Chapter. 





Lou F. Vernon. 





REALISM, 


Ser Cassar is dead. The curtain has fallen. Plaudits rend 
the air. 

“ Blifkins! Blifkins!” cry a hundred voices from the pit. 

But Blifkins, the eminent actor who has essayed the title réle, 
though much called, appears not. Comes, instead, the manager, in 
evening coat. 

“Mr. Blifkins,” says he, rubbing his hands together apolo- 
getically, ‘sends his compliments, and regrets to find his performance 
so realistic as to have rendered 
him unable to step out and 
make a speech so soon 
after dying.” 

“ Bravo!” exclaim sun- 
dry true friends of the 
drama. But the multitude 
are plainly displeased, 
considering themselves 


slighted. 


ace HORN of plenty 


was all right as a 
conventionality of classic 
art, but it is emblematic 
of nothing, in a day when 
plenty has long since 
ceased to be enough. Plenty, 
indeed, is hopelessly bourgeois. 
Even too much, unless it is very 
much too much, is fast getting to 
lack distinction. 








a lies the head that trades in margins. 


THE NIGHT POLICE COURT. 
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with the Sunday Whir/, the photographer 
evidently having arrived at a psychologi- 
cal moment. 

Casting a mass of typewritten MS. 
upon the floor of her luxurious “ boodwa” 
she addressed the trembling and apolo- 
getic press agent with dignity and force. 

“Honest to goodness, Max, if this 
stuff ain’t the limit! Here you’ve had me 
divorced three times already this season 
and dropping a fortune in Wall Street twice, 
and now you got the nerve to make me 
lose my joolry! Don’t you know the peo- 
ple -won’t. stand for that old diamond 
chestnut no more? Now get to work and 











: \\ SS : dish up somethin’ lively, some up-to-date 
oh QS a vi ATF Y : sensation. Business ain’t very good this 
f OW  ___ 1 \\ 4 | , ‘ week; you gotta get better.” 
=< SRN Her publicity promotor stood 
abashed. 


“ Didn’t you play to ’em standing up 
last week after that story about eloping 
with your chauffeur?” he demurred. 
“You can’t expect novelties every day.” 

“No, but-——” her face brightened as 
she mused on that successful coup; for 
the moment her smile was faintly sug- 
gestive of “ Miss Twinkletoes in the act of 
feeding her pet collie pate de foie gras.” 

“Try again, Max,” she urged, “them 
jools won’t stand being frisked again and 
ANATOMY. anyway, none of us first-class stars has their 

valuables swiped no more!” . 
With an air of conscious victory her press agent 
jangled Miss Twinkletoes’ bell some mornings later. 
He carried a bunch of “last editions” and a most obvi- 
ous air of elation. 

In due time Miss Twinkletoes appeared; she wore 
BALLADE OF THE TROLLEY-RIDE. that simple pink kimona described by the fashion editor of the 
Joynal in six half-tones, ten paragraphs, fourteen exclamation points 
and two hundred and fifty-seven adjectives. It was, indeed, that 
same garment which had made her revival of “Camille” so notable 








THE PROFESSOR.— Some of you gentlemen are not giving me your closest 
.attention. Mr. Biggs, what do we find under the kidneys? 


ss” 


Future M. D.— Toast, sir. 





Op.eCuH THEY spake of the gay delight 





Of the five-cent tourist’s jamborees ; 
Of the rural views that regale his sight, 
The villas and vistas, and lawns and leas, 





And the sylvan brotherhood of trees. 
Thus was my gullibility plied. 

But I want no more of their nickel sprees — 

A fig for the vaunted trolley-ride! 





Penned like sheep in the shambles tight, 
Urchins and daddies and heavyweight shes, 
With peddlers’ packs to encumber our flight, 
Nor room in the crush for a mouse to sneeze; 


The sitters wroth behind rows of standees ; CS Yyppa-, a!’ . peed . ¢ ( i sige gayle if 
To the paint they cling with their teeth outside: . ‘ K\ << \ 2 Al IN hil i iS i iy " Hl ‘ I" “fi Me, 
Villas (?) and vistas (?) and odorous breeze (? )— Ee ee a prs iy ba | CE if literal 
pee ‘. | ++ pyre ayy ye 4 | 


A fig for the vaunted trolley-ride! GUANA ~* “ys 2 "I 4 F: 12 aa. 
Homeward bound with the shades of night, 

And wilder the scramble and struggle and squeeze, 
With oily mechanics to worsen our plight, 

And laborers smoking their rank T. D.’s; 

With grimy Sicilians from over the seas, 
Whose picks and shovels we might abide 

Could we dodge the fumes of their garlic and cheese. 
A fig for the vaunted trolley-ride! 





L’ENVol. 
Prince, if I can’t have one of these — 
If auto, or buggy, or trap be denied — 
I shall wait my turn in a hearse, if you please — 
A fig for the vaunted trolley. ride ! John Ludlow. 


EXPLOITING AN ARTIST. 


E Fe countenance of Frizky Twinkletoes, the famous 
musical comedy star, grew stern. She assumed 


the expression of “ Miss Twinkletoes in the act of dis-’ BACK FROM THE MOUNTAINS. 
charging her butler,” as depicted in an illustrated interview THE DISADVANTAGE OF STAYING ALL SUMMER IN ONE KIND OF COUNTRY. 
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ih a success. Grasping the morning Whirl proffered by the complacent 
ae P young man she devoured the flaming headlines: 
———_ siacacs f WAS IT FRIZKY? 


Miss TWINKLETOES A SUSPECT 
IN THE HipsparpD Mur- 
DER CASE. 








Charming Young Actress 
May Grace the Electric 
Chair for Alleged Mur- 
der of the Well-Known 

Clubman and Mit- 


lionatre. 











The latest develop- 
ments in the mysteri- 
ous death of Amster- 
dam Hibbard, the 
wealthy clubman found 
murdered in his apartments 
at the Pandora last Monday, tend to in- 
criminate the beautiful young actress, 
Frizky Twinkletoes, now appearing at the 
Lyrino in “Gertie of Gotham.” It is well 
known that Mr. Hibbard had been greatly 
interested in Miss Twinkletoes, but it is 
alleged that of late his attentions have been 
diverted into other channels. A stormy 
-scene is said to have been enacted at Miss 
Twinkletoes’ flat only last week between the 
two, etc. 








The star’s face suffused with an all-pervading joy. 
Impulsively she grasped the hand of the triumphant press 


A SURE WAY. 


Country Docror. —Thet’s the worst case of rye neck I ever see, agent. 

Peleg. How’d you get it? “ Max,” she said, “after a story like this I guess the 
PELEG.— Drivin’ thet new mare o’ mine an’ everlastin’ly lookin’ behind public won’t soon forget that I’m a true artist!” 

t’ see if an auto wuz comin’. Arthur D. Pratt. 
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IT WILL COME TO THIS. 


HoGRODE, THE MoTorist.— Arrest that pedestrian, officer! He’s walking the streets without a license number. 








EOS S SS ET _ 


So ste peeps ree 


THE HOUSE-BREAKING PARTY. 


| HAVE never cared for Sigsbee. He is one of 
those fellows with a calm, velvety way which 
makes you feel more raw than a curry comb. 
He can irritate by being present. I would 
have liked particularly well to have 
killed Sigsbee when he came 
into the dining room at 
7:42 the other morning 
and interrupted me. At 
7:34 it had been dis- 
covered that the spoons 
and other silver had been 
stolen during the night. John- 
son, who rooms on the fifth floor, 
was holding our landlady’s droop- 
ing form when Clifton and I (third 
floor back) entered the room at 7:37. 
Mary, the maid, poured a quart of water 
on Johnson’s cuffs, and ourlandlady opened 
her eyes precisely at that moment. 

In exactly five minutes I had discovered, 
and was announcing, that the burglar who had 
broken into the house and stolen our beloved land- 
lady’s silver had effected entrance by the upper part 
of the narrowest section of the right-hand bay window. 
It was a matter of mathematical certainty. There were 
the marks of the jimmy, the abrasions on the shellac of the 
window frame made by the burglar’s boot heels, and there was THE PENALTY OF TAN 
the dent in the mop board directly beneath the window which : 
showed conclusively that he had reached that side of the room, 
in his guilty haste, sooner than he had anticipated when return- 
ing from the sideboard and table laden with his spoils in the 
semi-darkness. “I bet you seven dollars he swore when he 
kicked the mop board that way!” said I, “and he must have been a late man—the depth of the dent shows that he was striding 

mightily, and simply —” 

At that moment Sigsbee, calm, irritating, smooth, madden- 
ing, entered the room. Our landlady’s daughter, the younger 
Miss Rivers (she’s a beautiful stream, too) quietly flowed into 
the room with Sigsbee. He always has the best of every- 

thing, from doughnuts to daugliters. 

Sigsbee is a quick thinker. He caught the thread 
of my argument in, say, nine to twelve seconds. 

“Huh,” he said, with no emotion whatsoever. I 
glared at him; then addressed him. 

“Perhaps you will explain—” . 

“Pardon me, I'll explain nothing until you are quite 
through elaborating your theory, Mister Macdonough.” 
When Sigsbee calls me Mister Macdonough like that I 
could weep. He says it as though I were King George 
the ‘Third and he were advising me to go ahead and make 
an ass of myself with respect to the American Colonies. 

Fortune would have it that at the moment Sigsbee 
concluded his insulting speech I espied upon the window 
catch a shred of the burglar’s coat. 

“Possibly,” said I, trying to be exceeding calm like 
Sigsbee, “‘you will explain the presence of this tell-tale 
bit of the thief’s garment upon the window catch by — 
er—hypnotic suggestion, or—er—absent treatment, 
cr—er— original sin, or something. 

Sigsbee examined the shred, musingly. He smiled, 
distantly. He held up the shred. The younger Miss 
Rivers tittered. 

“Oh, maw!” she said, “ Mr. Sigsbee forgot his key 
when we went out last night, and we simply had to get 
in somehow, so he forced the window and climbed in!” 

Every one looked interested. Sigsbee was as calm 
and serene and statesmanlike as usual. He said nothing. 

Mrs. Rivers, our beloved landlady, burst forth, “ But 
the house has been robbed and my silver —” 

‘Ts in the flour barrel, maw,” said Miss Rivers in an injured 
SENSITIVE. tone. ‘We did have to break the catch to get in, and I hid the 
silver, so that in case anyone else came through that window 































THE Cook (after the family’s return from the seashore).— Oi can’t shtop 
wid yez any longer, mum; the payple will be after thinkin’ Oi worruk fer a 
fam’ly of naygurs. 







Motorist CoonLEY.— Beg pawdon, suh, but kin yo’ infohm me how 


many miles it am teh Jayville? before morning —” 
THE FARMER.— Wa-ll, as the crow flies — I looked at Sigsbee. He smiled in that peaceful way of 
Mororist COONLEY.— Doan’ git pussonal, suh, doan’ git pussonal! his. Fred. Ladd. 








he raison d’etre of the family who can't live on $10,000 a year is 
usually some other family who won't. 

















THE COURTESY 





OF THE 





ROAD. 























WHEN THE MOTORIST IS IN TROUBLE. 


FARMER. —Purty hard luck, pardner. 
a lift? 


Can’t I give ye 


NOTHING DOING. 


“The Tariff will be revised by its. friends.” 
— Old Gag. 





N that morrow visionary when your kitchen 
Mag or Mary 

Comes and tells you that she’s being over- 
paid ; 

When the labor unions clamor for a longer 
day to hammer 

And for lower wages wrangle and parade; 

When an edifying way to eat an orange is 
discovered, 

Or when Hetty Green a careless nickel 
spends — 

In the golden age to come, in the sweet mil- 
lennium, 

The Tariff will be lowered by its ‘‘ friends.” 


When the law of gravitation is no more in operation, 
y And you see a penny rolling up a hill; 
When we learn about the labors of our planetary neighbors ; 
When the iceman sends a really honest bill; 
When a railroad’s first endeavor is to serve the public, never 


a 


Taking count of what is done to dividends — 
In that blessed time to be, we can easily foresee, 
The Tariff will be tinkered by its ‘‘ friends.” 


When we alter human nature by an act of legislature, 
And the motto of all men in Quantum suf; 

When the Tariff Hog is willing to suspend his steady swilling 
And acknowledge that he’s had about enough; 

When that gobbling, guzzling porker takes his feet from out 

the trough, 

And his greedy grurt no more our ear offends — 

In that future day Elysian we shall surely have Revision, 

> And the Tariff will be tinkered by its ‘‘ friends.” a 


{ » CONCEIT. . 


* Bari goes the big-feelin’est man in town!” pessimis- 

tically said a citizen of Pettyville, indicating with a 
contemptuous jerk of his thumb a pompous-appearing person- 
age who was passing. “He thinks so darned much of himself 
that he won’t loaf in a grocery store like ordinary folks—if he 
can’t loaf in the bank he won’t loaf at all. And, as far as I can see, 
{ he ain’t so allfired better than some of the rest of us, neither!” 


KEYED UP. 


RUE.— Do you think motoring has improved your Jrealth? 
Dotty:—It has made my lungs stronger. .“Cliarlié gan now 
understand what I say to him without reducing the-spéed: . 





WHEN THE FARMER IS IN TROUBLE. 


THE Mororist.—The old jay seems to be up against it. 
Let ’er out, Bill. 


A SLOW PLACE. 


“Were how are you, Cap’n, and how’s everything going?” 
genially inquired the patent-churn man, as he hopped up 
onto the porch of the tavern at Polkville, Ark. 

“Round again, eh?” returned the landlord, in flat and accent- 
less tones. “Me? Aw, I’mstill here, I reckon. Everything else 
is dead—deader than a dog and flatter than a flitter! ‘Tell you 
what’s a fact: There was a pig born with six legs, not more than 
three miles out o’ town, week before last, and I'll be fiddledy-cussed 
if more than a third of the population went out there to look “at the 
wonderful insect! Yes, and, yesterday, a feller from over at ‘Timp- 
kinsville walked out in the middle of the street here and hollered 
that he was a bigger by-gosh man than old William Jennin’s Bryan, 
and not a gent in the whole durned town had patriotism enough 
to jump him! Aw, I tell you, a herd of reindeer could get fat on 


the moss on the backs of our prominent citizens, and not be disturbed 
while they were a-doing it!” 
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EDUCATED IN THE HIGHER “BRANCHES. 














Teddy Dhu).— Come one, yy all! 
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LANDS OF HIGH FINANCE. 


e one, came all! This rock shall fly from its firm base as soon as I! 
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A FLAT REFUSAL. 


THE SONG OF THE MOTOR BOAT. 






ow I?’s Ho, for a dash o’er the river’s brim, 
Where the sunbeams gaily dart. 

Sit down, you chump, or you'll tumble in! 

The motor’s going to start. 

Away, avfay with all carking care! 

Life is one long sweet song. 
Give me the crank from behind the tank! 
Hello! ‘There’s something wrong! 


We'll shout ‘‘ Avast!” and we'll cry ‘‘ Belay !”’ 
And ‘*Shiver our timbers!”’ toa; 

Tho’ we don’t know what we're trying to say, 
This Gilbert & Sullivan crew. 

She fairly seems to spurn the shore; 
She sniffs at the open air. 

And here I’ve been cranking an hour or more! 
Oh, how I’d like to swear! 


We'll laugh at sorrow; at grief we’ll scoff, 
As we breast the billow blue. 

Suffering sailors! The crank slipped off, 
And I’ve skinned a knuckle or two! 

But ho for a trip o’er the restless wave! 
And ho for the surging main! 

I'll turn the crank over to Uncle Dave 
Till I get rested again. 


I'll feast my eyes on the azure dome 
And drink in the balmy breeze. 
Poor Uncle Dave wishes himself at 
home! 
Just hear the poor man wheeze! 
But ho for the future that looms so 
bright ! 
Forgot is the past, and gone. 
The gasoline! By Jove, you're right! 
I forgot to turn it on. 


Pau! C. Willard. 


HIS SAFE LOCATION. 


“( \UITE RECENTLY, I had the pleasure of 
reading a love letter a hundred and 

seveiiteen years old, which had been handed 

down step by step from a great-great-grandmother 

to a maiden aunt of mine,” said the bachelor who was 

beginning to grow a bit grizzled about’ temples and _partic- 

ular about his dinners. “The venerable document still redo- 

lent of Lavender and illustrative of the painful precision with 

which in those good old days they adventured into every under- 

taking. The eriamored writer of the epistle begins by saluting the 

object of his adoration as ‘ Honored Madam’, and proceeds to cir- 

cumchirogranavigate pretty nearly all over the surrounding scenery 

in detailing his symptoms. He declares that if his love for her is 


a crime, it has also been his sufficient punishment, for he can say 
with propriety that the first impression her lovely person made on 
his heart has proved too powerful for opposition and too deep for 
eradication. 

“And in this stately manner he slowly but surely progresses tu 
a well-rounded conclusion, putting period, colon and semicolon 
each in its proper place and equitably interspersing the whole with 
a due and fitting proportion of commas resembling carefully exe- 
cuted tadpoles, winding up with a verse of poetry which bears 
evidence of having been composed by a man on stilts. In violent 
contrast to this dignified procedure is the average proposal of 
to-day, when it’s quite the custom to pop on a wager, or as a joke, 
by telephone, or picture post-card, or by some other equally abrupt 
method. Neither plan, the conservatives, stiffly-starched mode of 
the past or the off-hand, slapdash, negligee way of the present, has 
any advantage over the other in the matter of efficacy—both gener- 
ally resulting in marriage. 

“'lherefore, I cannot say that I wholly indorse either process. 
As far as my personal preference goes, I expect to cling to the safe 
and comfortable middle course cf not proposing at all. 

Jom P. Morgan. 


THEIR ASSORTMENT. 


ROSPECTIVE CusToMER.— Do you keep stockin’s, young man ? 

SALESMAN (in country store ).—Yes, sir. We have the same old 

things in socks for men that lop down in wrinkles around the ankles, 
and ladies’ hose that are very much Police Gazette. 


N OLDEN times it took a broken sixpence to plight the troth of two 
fond hearts in proper style. ‘These days it’s the lover who is 
broke. But he is much the same old ‘sixpence. 
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MERITED REBUKE. Doe “ad 


Mrs. CoopAu.— Gi’ me foah o’ dem lady fingahs 

THE CLERK.—Those are not lady fingers. They’re 
chocolate eclairs. 

Mrs. CoopaH.—Doan yo’ talk t’ me, Missy. Doan 
Ah know a lady fingah when Ah sees one? 
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misfortunes delight our friends far more- than our enemies. 
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THE NEW LOW COST 


RUDENTIA 


| Policy Has Rushed Into Public Favor 
Every Rate, Value and Feature in the Policy Absolutely Guaranteed. | 





See what our Field Managers say. They know. They meet the public face 
to face, and are Experts in the study and sale of Life Insurance Contracts. 


“Superior in Every Point to any Policy Issued.” —C. B. Knight, Pittsburg, Pa. 


“If an Agent cannot Sell it in Competition with any Company on Earth, he is no Prudential Man.” —C. W. Godfrey, Hartford, Conn. 
“There has Never been Offered to the Public a Policy that so fully and perfectly meets the Rights and Needs of the Insured.” —Perry & Cummings, Newark, N. J. 
“Supplies Demand from Professional and Business Men.” —W. Dutcher, New York, N. Y. 
“Cannot be defeated by Competing Agents of Other Companies.” —F. J. Johnson, Baltimore, Ma. 
“Best Protection at Lowest Cost for Safety.” —W. L. Sessions, Birmingham, Ala. 
“The Finest that has ever been Offered the Public.” —Z. T. Miller, New York, N. Y. 
“Difference in Premium at 4% Compounded Beats Dividends by any Company.” —J. W. Wilson, Cleveland, O. 
“Better than any Contract of Life Insurance issued by any Company doing a Life Insurance Business in this Country. 

The Intention of this Company is to do the Very Best it possibly can for its Policyholders.” —C. R. Showalter, Milwaukee, Wis. 
“Policy is a World Beater. Maximum Protection, Minimum Cost.” —Rowland & Wilson, St. Louis, Mo. 
“The Best Policy in the Market To-Day. The Conditions and Concessions of the Policy are Clear and Simple, and in 

Liberality to the Policyholder they are Surpassed by no Other Company.” —J. M. Brown, Reading, Pa. ) 
“With Definite Contract, having no Speculative Features. Giving Maximum of Protection, at Minimum Cost, Answers 

Demand of the Public.” —G. I. Garrison, Wheeling, W. Va. 
“Just the Kind of a Contract the people have been looking for.” —G. A. Smith, Brooklyn, N Y. 
“Best Policy in 20 Years. Every Prospect Solicited Gives his Application.” —F. F. Greene, Columbus, O. 
“Superior to any Contract offered to the Public.” —O. B. Herrick, Syracuse, N. Y. 
“Experience of 20 Years Convinces Me that This is the Best Policy Ever Put Upon the Market.” —E.]. Pritchard, Philadelpbia, Pa. 
“Meets Public Demand for Cheaper and Better Insurance.” —C. E. McCready, Wichita, Kan. 
“New Low Rate Policy Appeals to Insurers, a Model of Protection and Investment.” —C. M. Clapp, Brooklyn, N. Y. 
“Has no Peer and Marks a New Era in Life Insurance.” —P. J. Kenny, Chicago, Ill. 

“Best Protection at Minimum Cost, Liberal Conditions, All Speculative Features Removed. New Policy Meets Favor 

wherever presented, a Great Success.” —D. W. Brown, Cincinnati, C. 

“Outclasses Any and All Kinds of Dividend Insurance.” —J. E. Smith, Chicago, Ill. 

“We Consider the New Policy the Broadest and Most Liberal Contract in the Field and have no Competition.” —S. Painter, Easton, Pa. 

“ New Policy Just what the People Have Been Looking For, with its Low Rates and High Guarantees, should sell on Sight.” —O. E. Fell, Seattle, Wasb. 

“I Do Not Believe There is as Good a Policy in the World.” —C. G. McAron, Saratoga, N. Y. 
“A Business Policy Bought and Sold on a Business Basis. A Synonym of Protection.” —Furlow & Avery, Louisville, Ky. 


Hundreds of other Managers, without 
a dissenting voice, characterize this as 






The Greatest Advance in Life Insurance 
in Recent Years. 









This is the Life Insurance Policy You Want. 
Nothing like it offered before. 
HAS THE Send in your age, and we will give you rates. 
STRENGTH OF Address Dept. P. 


The Prudentia 


Insurance Co. of America 


Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey. 
JOHN F. DRYDEN, President. Home Office: NEWARK, N. J. 


























HOSE. who have been 
. & made young again by their 
vacation can keep up the 


good work by drinking 


Evans’ Ale 


r. supplies, in a most natural 
and delightful way, the stam- 

ina to withstand the wear 
and waste of body and brain. 


Clubs, Hotels, Restaurants, Saloons and Dealers 











Ou, To Be RicH! 


I would not be a ton of coal, 
A bar’! of oil, or such; 
But, oh! I wish with all my soul 
That I were worth as much. 
— Catholic Standard and Times. 


EvEN the man who says that life is not 
worth living jumps when he hears the 
automobile horn.— Somerville Journal. 











MENNEN’S 


BORATED TALCUM 


TOILET 
POWDER 


for After Shaving. 


Insist that your barber uses Mennen's 
Toilet Powder after he shaves you, Itis 
Aatiseptic, and will prevent any of the 
many skin diseases often contracted. 

A positive relief for Priekly Heat, C 
and Sanbarn, and all afflictions of the skin, Removes al. 
odor ®f perspiration. Get Mennen’s—the original, Sold 
everywhere, or mailed for 25 cents. Sample Free. 

GERHARD MENNEN CO., Newark, N. 3 

















While Frock. 


“The Champagne of Waters” 









*On Every Tongue’ 











A WILLING WORKER. 


Deacon Espony.—So you is on de Church Fair Kermittee, is you, 


Mose? Ah’m pow’ful glad to yere it. Whad you gwine t’ do at de fair? 
MistAH MOKEByY.— Ah’s t’ hab charge ob de Crap Table. 





With men of affairs, Abbott's Bitters are the great 
tonic and aid to digestion. Recommended by phy- 
sicians. All druggists. 


I. W. 
Harper 
Rye 
Famous for generations as the 
best whiskey for all uses. 


Sold 
By Leading Dealers. 


BERNHEIM DISTILLING CO., Incorp't'd, Louisville, Ky. 
sa ceeeeenene ennai a emcaeiatiniiteaedaiadll 





Uritity. 
There was a man in Atchison 
Whose trousers had rough patchison. 
He found them great, 
He'd often state, 
To scratch his parlor matchison. 
Lippincott?s Magazine. iin 





THE man who makes the best use 
of his time always loafs some every 
day.— Somerville Journal. 


Pears 


A soft, white skin gives 
charm to the plainest fea- 
tures. 

Pears’ Soap has a mes- 
sage of beauty for. every 
woman who values a clear 
complexion. 


Sold wherever stores are found. 























Bunner’s Short Stories 





SHORT SIXES 


They will delight all sorts and conditions of 
readers. — Pittsburgh Dispatch. 


MADE IN FRANCE 


Though the creations are de Maupassant’sthestyle 
is Bunner’s, and we are well acquainted with that 
quaint humor and originality.—Vetroit Free Press. 


MORE 


THE RUNAWAY BROWNS 


THE SUBURBAN SAGE 


Mr. Bunner in the present volume writes in his most happy mood.— Rosion Times. 





Will bring more than one hearty laugh even 
from those unused to smile. —W., P. GS. Bulletin. 


SHORT SIXES 


You smile over their delicious absurdities, per- 
haps, but never roar because they are ‘‘awfully 
funny.’’— Boston Times. 





PRICE, in Cloth :: 





For sale by all Booksellers, 
or by mail from the Publishers on receipt of price. 











:: $1.00 per Volume 


Address: PUCK, — 
295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 
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THe Iranian. Moon. 


Your ‘‘honey-moon”? W’at ees eet? Eh? 
Eet ees da ‘‘moon of love,”’ you say ? 
| Wal, mebbe so, Signore, but oh! 

You don’ta know, you don’ta know! 
You could not know onteell you see 
| Da moon dat shine een Eetaly. 

Here eesa moon, but eet ees cold; 
Eetalian moon ees ball of gold! 
So warm, so sof’, you wondra why 
| Ket steeck together een da sky; 
| You theenk eet gona malt an’ run 

Like lumpa butter een da sun. 

So, too, eets—w’at you call ?—eets ‘‘ beam” 
Dat streama down on you, dey seem 
So theeck, so reecha lika cream. 

An’ you can feel dem on your tongue 
W’en you are seeng your lova song, 

An’ warm an’ sweet you feel dem slide 
Right down your throat, onteell eenside 
| Your heart dey rest, an’ eet ees hold 
| No longer blood, but justa gold! 
| You cannot know of love onteel 

Sooch moonlight een your heart you feel. 
W’at for you smile? Eet eesa true! 

For so, w’en I am young like you, 
Wan night weeth Kosa by da shore 
Of Napoli T felt, Signore. 

You say dees moon dat shine to-night 
Ees gooda ’nough for you? All right. 

I s’pose dat you are love your wife, 

But, oh! Signore, you bat my life 
| You eat her up eef you could be 
Where shines da moon een Eetaly. 

—Catholic Standard and Times. 





In His Wire’s NAME. 


Jake.—* He married a widow with 
three children. 

Gus. —“That’s just like Einstein; 
even his children he’s got in his wife’s 
name.”—- Yonkers Statesman. 


FERDINAND WESTHEIMER & SONS 
CINCINNATI,O LOUISVILLE .KY ST.JOSEPH.MO 
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SOCIAL INTERCOURSE. 


**She hasn’t any friends to speak of.” 
‘*No? Then what are they for?” 





A tablespoonful of Abbott’s Bitters in a glass of 
sweetened water after meals is a great aid to diges- 
tion. 








They enjoy today, as for years past, 
the favor of those smokers who seek 
quality, and who can recognize it. 


EGYPTIAN 


DEITIES 


CIGARETTES 


maintain an unchanged and unapproachable 
standard of excellence—the standard they 
first created and still alone uphold. 


No. 1 Size 10 for 35c. 
No. 3 Size 10 for 25c. 


After Dinner Size, Cork Tips, 35c, 
S. ANARGYROS, Mfr., 111 Fitth Ave., N. Y. 


COPYRIGHT, 1906, 5. ANARGYROS 





Egyptian scenes-Grand Temple of Karnac from across the Nile 





A Quick Count. 

The expert bridge-player’s Kittle 
daughter was a model Sunday-shool 
scholar. Towards the close of the 
year her teacher said: “Susie, if you 
continue to know your lessons so well 
you will have a Good Conduct Card 
for every Sunday in this year.” 

“My!” said Susie. “That'll be a 
whole deck, won’t it ?” — Lippincott’s 
Magazine. 


A CHANGE IN TEMPERATURE. 

“T hear the audience last night was 
rather cold,” said Hi Tragedy. 

“They were at first,” replied Lowe 
Comedy, “but when they remembered 
that they had paid good money to see 
the show they got hot.” — Catholic 
Standard and Times. 


HevLp WANTED. 


She bought a device to mix the bread, 
And one to stir the cake; 

A fireless stove and a coffee-machine 
And one to broil the steak. 


And into her kitchen, so up-to-date, 
It’s a pleasure, indeed, to look; 
But the family’s boarding while she 
seeks 
A machinist who can cook. 
—Lippincott’s Magazine. 


Usep Up. 
Dicsy.— How long did it take you 
to learn to run a motor car? 
ScoRCHER.— Oh, five or six. 
Dicpy.—Five or six what? Weeks? 
ScorcHER.-— No, motor cars. — 
Catholic Standard and Times. 











@® Four 24-Hour Trains to Chicago Every 


Day--NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES, 


ABOVE THE LIMIT. 


“Caddy, how many strokes is that 
for this hole?” asked the golfer with 
the plaid cap. 

“T can’t say, sir.” 

“Can’t say?” 

“No, sir, I can only count up to 
12, s'-’”— Yonkers Statesman. 
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Pickings 
fron PUCK 





JUST OUT 








Contains more than 


200 Illustrations 
by Puck’s staff 
= of artists. 

Price, 25 cents per copy. 

All Newsdealers, or by mail from the 
Publishers on receipt of price. 

Address, 
PUCK, New York. 











































































































A Legal trial by Jury. is given before To-davti tg cies a : Club chtail 
Si tediabilad aie, dha celina, tt o-daytime is the time for me Tate bao paul 
To walk and grow and play. ; = : Tr 
I wish To-day could always be “er 
L FAIR TRIAL And never go away. teacher 
It is so pretty and so wide, 6) 
And it can stretch so far, ry 
It can be lots of wheres beside exclaim 
The places that you are; 
For once when Pa had tooken me 
A-riding in a train 1 
' | It followed every place that we Te, 
5 “ pel , Was at and home again. ~ 
4 “9 2 A ae geactyn ap —— _ Vg P \ £ To-nighttime don’t go anywheres. a 
| any other shaving ‘device —that it is a Time Saver, a It isso queer! Instead — Phicaw 
' Money Saver — that it will adjust itself to your | Of running out it stays upstairs, ' 
| beard, whether harsh or soft, without semblance of | Where is my little bed. Ir 
s . cut or a Boe ne ee can Poe sag | One time I see To-nighttime there as hal 
OURS at any _ any pons Ei Because I had a pain, a : 
under hygienic conditions, at home or traveling, | And Ma she coe in a chair ‘Saaiaraee ove ae a anaahanns 
in three to five minutes’ time. Till I’m asleep again. after giving the CLUB COCKTAILS a fair 





trial. Scientifically blended from the choicest 
old liquors and mellowed with age make them 


| IE you will give it one fair trial, you will And when I waked again and spied 







i - - 4 To-daytime here once more, the perfect cocktails that they are. Seven 
GE Se To-nighttime runned away to hide kinds, most popular of which are Martini 
holder and twelve double-edged wafer-like Behind the closet door. (Gin base), Manhattan (Whiskey base). 













If blades. ‘The holder will last for the longest lifetime, —Y “ 
“"\3) while blades when dull are so = theymaybe \ kas 


The following label appears on every bottle: 


Ma says To-nighttime gives her rest, Guaranteed under the Natio..al Pure 


> Genstng wy wadhen A It keeps so quiet and still, Food and Drugs Act, Approved June 
triple ple silver-plated holder aad 12 double-edged And so she likes To-nighttime best. 30th, 1906. Serial No. 1707. 
lades, packed in velvet-lined leather case. . I’m sure I never will. G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole P 
Price, + + = = $500 —Catholic Standard and Times. ie ~~ Se ee 
Combination sets, = $6.50 to 50.00 
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e Hartford New York London 
) Sold by the leading Jewel. Drug, Cer, and Hadj “te 3 
throughout the ‘ 








A. ware Dealers we - ORDERS. 
be Ask for the > te * and booklet. Where | > | “My friend Jinks says he can’t catch Quire DirreRrent. 
substitutes are offered, Refuse same and write up with his orders.” THEATRE OFFICIAL (0 students ).— 
steer ecebatintitmata ta ectene “1s he a manufacturer ?” You are not allowed to join in the 
GILLETTE SALES COMPANY, “Oh, no; just a married man with | chorus, gentlemen. 
262 Times Building, five grown daughters.” — Louisville Srupent.—Don’t you worry. We 
NEW YORK CITY, Courier-Journal. are singing something quite different. 





—Fliegende Blatter. 
A DousLe Ho.p-UP. = - a 








“My wife,” began Hicks, “dropped U/; 
a Bes see me at the office to-day igact only givega high, glowing, dur. 

“Sorry, old man,” interrupted Bar Keepers Friend 
Wicks, “but my wife held me up it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerals 


wood while le cleaning them, 250 1 1 1b box. For sale by 
nd 2c stamp for sample to 
=e ead 295 E. Washington St., Indianapolis, 








a cent.” — Cath. Standard and Times. 
THe PAPER ON My Nursery WALL. ee Sa - 


‘The paper on my nursery wall I wish that she could turn and look O K E R? S B | TT F RS aiane-—l 
Shows meadows bright and green; Around the nursery wall. one 





pt ; ; pent I left home; I can’t lend you 














A narrow, winding road runs on She’d find them then, as plain as day, Antidyspeptic. A tonic, an appetizer and a delicacy in mixed drinks. —— 
The little hills between. Waiting to hear her call! paca —- — 
There, crook in hand, roams sad Bo-peep, It’s mean she cannot understand 


Trying so hard to find her sheep! Her sheep are there, so near at hand! 


At night I lie in bed and think 
How jolly it would be 
If she could only turn her head 
As easily as me; 
Then, while I’m thinking of Bo- -peep, 
I generally go fast asleep! 
—Lippincott’s Magazine. 











EK Word to Hodvertisers 


Substitutes are Dear at Any Price. 
Advertising in PUCK costs more than in other Humor- 
ous Publications. 


And There is a Reason. 
PUCK is the Best Humorous Publication in America, 


and the best is always the highest-priced. We don’t 
ask you to take our word for it. We invite comparisons. 


The Best is the Cheapest. 





Photogr 























Advertising in PUCK gives the largest returns for the HIS IDEA OF IT. . 
least money. Miss Frourrovu.—What is your notion of an ideal home ? i 
Ask any Advertising Agency for rates or other information, ACTON ROUNDER.— One containing a wife who doesn’t expect you 
or address to stay at it. 

ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT sili imal: hes 

" PRING WATER. 

PUCK, NEw Yorx “its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
Invaluable in the Home and Office. rea 
By ' 
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Seven 
Martini 
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Pure 
June 
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“To-morrow,” announced five-year-old Sidney proudly to his kindergarten 


A MatTrer For WonpeR. 


teacher, is my birthday.” 
“Why,” returned she, “it is mine, too.” 


The boy’s face clouded with perplexity, and, after a brief silence, he 
exclaimed: “ How did you get so much bigger'n me ?”—Zippincott’s Magazine. 


INQUISITIVE CONSTITUENT.— Senator, what do you suppose Japan wants 


of the Philippines ? 


EMINENT SraTESMAN.— My dear sir, that is what the Japanese will be 
asking themselves when they’ve had the Philippines as long as we have.— 
Chicago Tribune. 


Ir 1s hard to like the man who likes people that you don’t like yourself, 
and harder to like the man who likes people that don’t like you.—Somervil’e 


Journal. 


‘THE PHILIPPINES. 


~ 
—_* 


JOHN JAMES 
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WHISKEY. | 


IT HAS NO EQUAI 





SOMETHING WorTH WHILE. 


“We've got to do something to at- 
tract attention,” said the editor of the 
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The Best Bitter Liqueur 


t riderbers 


ri 





TheWorlds Best 
w Bitters 


Often imitated but never equalled—the leading Bitters 
since 1846. Now the favorite and most universally 
used in all parts of the world. Alone as a tonic and 
bracer it is unrivalled and at all times especially rc- 
freshing. Gives relish for food, even to the dyspeptic. 
Enjoyable as a Cocktail 
and Better for You \ 

A healthful habit is a pony of “Underberg” before 

and after meals. 


Over 6,000,000 bottles imported to the United States. 


At all Hotels, Clubs and Restaurcgg's, or by the bottle at Wine Merchants 
and Grocers, Ask for UNDERBERG,. 


Bottled only by H. Underberg Albrecht, Rheinberg, Germany. 
LUYTIES BROTHERS, 204 William St., New York, Sol: Agents. 











moribund paper. “Do you think it 
would make a hit if we were to start a 
puzzle of some sort and offer each 
solver a year’s subscription ?” 

“Well, yes,” replied his friend, “if 
you make it a year’s subscription to 
some other paper.”— Catholic Standard 
and Times. 


_ Ovurt oF Practice. 

“These kisses you sold me yester- 
day are hard and stale,” growled a 
customer at the candy. counter. “I 
thought you claimed to keep only 
fresh candies.” 

“We do generally,” replied the fair 
saleslady. ‘“‘Those must have come 
from an old batch.” — Lippincott’s 
Magazine. 


, 


How transitory, after all, is fame. 
Almost everybody has forgotten now 
who the first man was to buy a ticket 
in the Boston subway. — Somerville 
Journal. 














“MADE AT KEY WEST 


On with the dance—but 5 hee the wilted 
Collar. Be neat always in spite of condi- 
tions or weather. Neither perspiration nor 
moisture of any kind affects Litholin 
Waterproofed Linen Coilars and 
Cuffs. They keep their shape—don't wilt, 
crack or fray, and, wiped with a damp c loth, are 
as clean and white as when new be onomical 
and fashionable—in all the newest styles. 
Collars, 25c. Cuffs, 50c. 
Af not at your dealer's send us style, sireand num? er want 
ed, with remittance, and we will mail to your address, post- 
paid. Complete illustrated catalogue of full line FREE on 
_— ue FIBERLOLD COMPANY 
pt. 2: 7 


Waverly Place, New York 











IF the average New England farmer only 
worked eight’ hours a day in the summer 
time, he would get all through by noon.— 
Somerville Journal, 


“HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS~ 
PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


82, 3. and 36 Bleecker S*reet. 1 
Brancn WAankuousK : 20 Beekman Street, j 


All kinds of Paper made to order. 


New You 
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COPYR'CHT, 1807, BY KEPPLER 8 SCHWARIMANN 











THE ETERNAL QUESTION — 
“Which Gown Shall I Wear?” 
By Leighton Budd. 


togravure in Black, 8x 11 in. 


COR CHT. “907 GY SOPPLER & SCHWARTEANN 
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LEFT AT HOME. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. By “O'Neill.” 


©O-"8 CHT, 1906, BY KEPPLER 4 SGHWARTHARW 


Puck Proofs 





cor-e.cnt 


190", OY KEPLER & SCHWwARIEANE 

















HIS SUCCESSOR. 


Ry Stuart Travis. 


Photogravure in Black, 11 x8 in, 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


COPYCHT. 1908, BY KEPPLER & SCHWwARIEAEN 


Photogravure in Sepia, 20x 15 in 


PRICE: ONE DOLLAR. 














Photogravure in Black, 12x9 in. 
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i. - By “O'Neill.” 


THEIR FIRST QUARREL  Photogravure in Black, 11 x8 in. 


PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. 
By Shef Clarke. 
| 


. Art Stores and Dealers supplied by 
THE ANDERSON PUBLISHING Co., 32 Union Square, N. Y. 











PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


THESE are a few examples of the PUCK PROOFS. Send Ten 
Cents for Catalogue with over Seventy Miniature Reproductions. 


Address PUCK, 


THE LOVE SCENE. 
By Gordon H. Grant. 


Photo Gelatine Print, 12 x 9 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


New York, 295-309 Lafayette St. 
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Fo YEARS he was cousin to danger, 
To panic and terror a stranger. 
He had hairbreadth escapes 
From all sorts of scrapes, 
And weathered the wildest of storms. 
He clambered up perilous passes, 
And ceasted across the crevasses. 
He was chased by a shark 
And pursued by a snark — 
Faced death in a dozen of forms. 





























He eluded without the least trouble 
The onrushing automobubble ; 
He knew how to duck 
The trolley and truck 
And the fearsome Fifth Avenue stage 
And daily, from sun-up to sundown, 
He escaped fifty times being run down. 
He showed to all wheels 
A clean pair of heels, 
With agility rare for his age. 
















































Until one day his fortune forsook him. 
And a horrible fate overtook him: 
He was suddenly shocked 
And as suddenly knocked 
To the midst of the proximate week. 
When he came to—O climax ironic ! — 
'He found —O denouement sardonic ! — 
That the cause of his fall — 
O wormwood and gall ! — 
Was a push-cart propelled by a Greek. 
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